12	AMONG    OTHERS
I can truthfully call a thrill about being confirmed at
Rugbyv The preparation by my house master,
though he was the greatest teacher of his generation,
had been awe-inspiring rather than exciting. The
climax was the personal interview with the head
master. Lennox Napier, my study companion, had
been confirmed the year before and gave me a tip,
" I asked him what is the use of prayer if God always
does what is best for you, anyhow/' he said. " He was
frightfully bucked.5* And so when Dr. James asked
if I had any doubts or difficulties I was ready with
my question, " What is the use of prayer, sir, if God
does what is best for you, anyhow?" He replied at
some length, and I did not understand a word of
what he said. But it was obvious that I had scored*
My report that term was not particularly good, but
the head master wrote, ** I could see that he thought
over his confirmation."
Then one winter's evening in my first year at
Balliol the chapel bell sounded poignantly like the
bell of the red-brick church at Crowthorne, and
suddenly my childhood was all about me again.
Hardly knowing why, I seized my gown and hurried
across the rainy quad. It was a week day and I found
that the only other person in chapel was Neville
Talbot, who was taking the service. I was the entire
congregation. The responses would depend upon me
alone, and as the lighting was extremely dim I
should probably have to do some improvisation- I
was a trifle shaky—was it * Bless thine inheritance,"
for example, or "Bless thine heritage?w—-but on the
whole I got through with credit. It was 1912 and
with the brilliant mid-Victorian rationalism of

